"Remember the scare about the waitress in San Remo?"

Opposite the railroad station was a little restaurant, the
Eistorante Dei Viaggiettori. We often went there on
gloomy winter afternoons. We were already out of sorts
from the constant bad news of the world, and on account
of the racial hatred that was beginning to take root even
then among the good-hearted Italians, I bought a detective
story at the railway book-stall, and we sat down in a
corner of the ill-lit bistro, Wanda was in the habit of
eating a bowl of real Italian minestrone before her dinner
at the hotel, and I, reading, would drink half a liter of
dolceaqm (sweet water), as the local red wine was called.
This early in the evening no one besides us would be in
the place. The proprietor, who usually dozed behind
the bar, was not there either. Anita, the waitress, was' a
friend of ours. That day, as usual, she brought Wanda her
soup and me my wine, with a smile. She put the plate and
the bottle on the table. Then she screamed, clutched at
us, and collapsed on a chair beside us. She began screaming
horribly, and tried to get up from the chair. I took her
around the waist to keep her from falling to the floor.
We two were the only witnesses of the scene,

Anita bore a child. A second later the proprietor rushed
in with his wife and son. They carried Anita back into
a dark comer; the boy telephoned to the hospital.
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"Remember Chiarelli's laurels?"
It was also in San Remo that we saw a great deal of
Luigi Chiarelli, the Italian playwright, and his wife, whoet," the waiters,
